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thinkingly and blindly followed all I had said or done- I am
quite conscious of the fact that blind surrender to love is often more
mischievous than a forced surrender to the lash of the tyrant.
There is hope for the slave of the brute, none for that of love. Love
is needed to strengthen the weak, love becomes tyrannical when it
exacts obedience from an unbeliever. To mutter a mantra without
knowing its value is unmanly. It is good, therefore, that the
Poet has invited all who are slavishly mimicking the call of the
charkha boldly to declare their revolt. His essay serves as a warn-
ing to us all who in our impatience are betrayed into intolerance
or even violence against those who differ from us. I regard the
Poet as a sentinel warning us against the approach of enemies called
bigotry, lethargy, intolerance, ignorance, inertia and other
members of that brood.

But whilst I agree with all that the Poet has said as to the
necessity of watchfulness lest we cease to think, I must not be under-
stood to endorse the proposition that there is any such blind
obedience on a large scale in the country today. I have again
and again appealed to reason, and let me assure him, that if
happily the country has come to believe in the spinning-wheel as
the giver of plenty, it has done so after laborious thinking, after
great hesitation. I am not sure, that even now educated India has
assimilated the truth underlying the charkha. He must not
mistake the surface dirt for the substance underneath. Let him
go deeper and see for himself whether the charkha has been
accepted from blind faith or from reasoned necessity.

I do indeed ask the Poet and the page to spin the wheel as a
sacrament. When there is war, the poet lays down the lyre, the
lawyer his law reports, the schoolboy his books. The Poet will
sing the true note after the war is over, the lawyer will have occa-
sion to go to his law books when people have time to fight among
themselves. When a house is on fire, all the inmates go out, and
each one takes up a bucket to quench the fire. When all about
me are dying for want of food, the only occupation permissible to
me is to feed the hungry. It is my conviction that India is a
house on fire, because its manhood is being daily scorched, it is
dying of hunger because it has no work to buy food with.
Khulna is starving not because the people cannot work, but be-
cause they have no work. The Ceded Districts are passing success-
ively through a fourth famine, Orissa is a land suffering from
chronic famines. Our cities are not India. India lives in her
seven and a half lakhs of villages, and the cities live upon the vil-
lages. They do not bring their wealth from other countries. The